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The next day we had to get back to Sian. We left
that little village with reluctance. But I had satisfied
at least the most insistent demands of curiosity; and
Liu was in an ecstasy. He had spent a night with the
Red Army.
It was almost noon when we came in sight of the
walls of Sian. As we pushed along the wide highway,
we heard suddenly the roar of engines. There were
planes flying above the city; one of them crossed over
our heads. On its wings was the white Kuomintang
sun.
Had the long-awaited air raid come at last? But
there was no firing from the Sian defences. The
planes were diving down almost to the roof-tops
swerving up again perilously. It was stunt flying,
and stunting with all its thrills: I had never seen
such a reckless display.
At the air-field a number of planes were out on
the landing-ground. Two of them took off as we
watched. The pilots, I noticed, wore the uniform of
the Government air force.
"It is the Dare-to-dies," Liu said in a mouthful.
He explained, seeing my look of unrecognition.
A number of Nanking pilots had been held in Sian
with the planes that had been kept by the North-
west. Now they were being obliged to take part in
an air raid rehearsal. But in case the pilots should
decide to depart with their planes in the direction
of Loyang and safety, a corps of Tungpei students
had been organised, whose duties were to sit behind
the airmen and hold a pistol to their heads to see
that they behaved. The pilots had one way of getting
their revenge: most of the "Dare-to-die" corps had